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One evening as we were sitting and talking together
under a little awning, which, served as an arbour
at the entrance into the garden, he was in a very
pleasant agreeable humour, and said abundance of
kind things to me, relating to the pleasure of our
present good agreement, and the disorders of our
past breach, and what a satisfaction it was to him,
that we had room to hope we should never have
any more of it.

I fetched a deep sigh, and told him there was nobody
in the world could be more delighted than I was, in
the good agreement we had always kept up, or more
afflicted with the breach of it, but I was sorry to tell
him that there was an unhappy circumstance in our
case, which lay too close to xny heart, and which I
knew not how to break to him, that rendered my
part of it very miserable, and took from me all the
comfort of the rest.

He importuned me to tell him what it was; I told
him I could not tell how to do it; that while it was
concealed from him, I alone was unhappy, but if he
knew it also, we should be both so; and that there-
fore to keep him in the dark about it was the kindest
thing that I could do, and it was on that account
alone that I kept a secret from him, the very keep-
ing of which I thought would first or last be my
destruction.

It is impossible to express his surprise at this
relation, and the double importunity which he used
with me to discover it to him: he told me I could
not be called kind to him, nay, I could not be faith-
ful to him, if I concealed it from him; I told him I
thought so too, and yet I could not do it. He went
back to what I had said before to him, and told me
he hoped it did not relate to what I had said in my
passion; and that he had resolved to forget all that,